Secret Santa 


Author: midnight_moonlight 
Bands: Megadeth, Metallica 
Characters: David Ellefson, James Hetfield 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 24 201l 19:00:00 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Secret Santa 


Author's Notes: 


wun 


Written because the sight of David in a Santa hat makes me smile! 


The snow lay deep and crisp and even, the night sky heavy with more. Beneath the moon a few flakes danced 
before settling. 


Amid the drifts of snow and tall pine trees stood a log cabin. Candles flickered in its windows and wood was 
stacked beside the door. Beyond the windows, a fire cracked in the hearth, smoke curling from the chimney. 
Gifts were stacked beneath the brightly decorated tree and the smell of baking gingerbread mingled with the 
scent of fir tree and wood smoke. It was a homely, comforting smell, encouraging people to smile and sink into 


the couch before the fire. 


In the hallway, David smiled at the mirror. Ruddy cheeked, he ran a hand over his forehead, wiping away the 
light film of sweat. Everything was ready and he couldn't have been happier. 


It had started during the Big 4 tour. As the dates had drawn to an end, and friendships had been renewed, the 
idea of a Christmas event had cropped up. Just between the bands, something to solidify the newly rekindled 


brotherhood of music. 


And so their very own Secret Santa had been born An empty coffee mug, filled with slips of paper, had been 
passed around the rehearsal room, everyone either laughing or groaning with mock shock. The final date they'd 
played together had been filled with mutterings and Chinese whispers as they tried to find out who wanted 


what without giving themselves away. 


But he was different. He was David Ellefson and he wasn't going to send a case of fine wine or a corporate box 
to a Lakers game. To him, Christmas wasn't just about who was giving the most expensive gift. It was about 
spending time with family and friends, about home baking and mulled wine. And, for his gift receiver, he had 
decided that, after such a busy few months, time away from it all would be good. Hence the log cabin in the 


middle of nowhere. 


Running a hand through his hair, he turned and looked at the kitchen. To put it bluntly, it looked like a bomb 
site. The turkey was already in the oven and vegetables were peeled and stacked high. His famous gingerbread 
was already cooking and the spicy wine was sitting in a pan, ready to begin simmering. Now all he had to do 
was wait. Untying his apron, he draped it over the table before dropping to a chair. Heck, even the table was 
perfectly laid. The cutlery shone and the glasses were polished to within in an inch of their lives. Candles waited 
to be lit and napkins were neatly folded. 


Staring at his watch, he nervously tapped his foot. No, couldn't sit still. Rising, he wandered from the candlelit 
main room back to the kitchen and swiped up the cranberry jelly. Completing the circle, he carefully placed the 
small dish amid the candles. Another check of his watch confirmed that only mere seconds had passed. 
Wandering back to the kitchen, he flipped on the gas beneath the wine and began to idly load the dishwasher, 
head cocked and listening. Any. Minute. Now. Any minute now and his guest of honour would be arriving. How he 


was getting to the secluded cabin was anyone's guess. 


Pots and pans clattered against one another and, amid it all, came the sound of a fist hammering against a 
door. Yelping, he straightened up, flipping the washer door up with a foot and righting his clothes as he made 
for the door. Grabbing a remote control, he aimed it over his shoulder and Christmas carols instantly tinkled 
from hidden speakers. Swiping his fluffy Santa's hat from a peg, he pulled it on, put on his best smile and 


threw the door open. 

The hulking figure of James Hetfield filled the doorway, hiding the banks of snow and swathes of darkness. In 
the driveway stood a powerful off road truck. Stamping his feet, he grinned and held out a hand. Taking it, 
David shook it. 


"Good to see you, David. You going to let me in? l'm about ready to lose my balls in this weather." 


Closing the door against the cold, they walked through the house, James shedding layers of clothes in his wake. 
Out of the corner of his eye, he watched as the tall man sniffed the air. 


"Been cooking?" 


He chuckled and nodded, feeling a blush rise. "I could say no and that it's an air-freshner, but that wouldn't be 
any fun. Drink?" 


"Yeah." James looked around himself. 
"Mulled wine?" 


James shook his head. Ignoring him, David ladled some into a glass and held it out. "It's non-alcoholic. Everything 


boils off" 

Cocking an eyebrow, James eyed it warily. "You sure?" 

Nodding, he grinned. Finally it was plucked from his fingers, its velvety red content studied before a cautious 
sip was taken. Nothing showed in the other man's face and, for a moment, David felt his heart fall. He felt as 
if he were taking part in a cooking show, eagerly awaiting the response of the judges. Would he survive another 
week? Or would he go home with his tail between his legs? Only the judges knew. 

James gave a small nod. "It's good" 

Breathing a small sigh of relief, David chased away the Christmas ghosts of Gordon Ramsey's double-edged 
tongue. Feeling his heart begin to settle, he gestured to the kitchen. "I'm going to finish up. Why don't you go 


take a seat?" 


Still gazing at the glass, James shook his head and David again felt the heat begin to rise. "I'll just wait here." 
He gazed over the top of the glass. "You not drinking?" 


Flustered, he shook his head. "I'll - I'll have one in a while." 

James chuckled. "Thought this was alcohol free?" 

Turning to the stove, he piled vegetables into pans. "It is. It's just -" He sighed. "Worried it might react like 
normal alcohol" He looked over his shoulder and smiled. "And | don't want to be falling asleep halfway through 
dinner. That wouldn't be very polite of me." 


James stepped beside him, finishing the wine and placing the empty glass on the work surface. "Need a hand?" 


Eyes snapping up, David shook his head. He felt like a wound spring, ready to snap at any moment. Damn, he 


knew exactly who was responsible for that. Desperately, he tried not to let it show. "I'm fine. Besides, it 
wouldn't be a gift if you were doing the cooking, would it?" 


Instead of words, his reply was a smile as dirty cooking utensils were gathered up and dumped beside the sink. 
"Okay, but I'll do the washing up. And I'm not taking no for an answer." 


Chuckling, David allowed himself to relax. There was nothing to worry about. "Okay, I'll give in. But just this 


once.” 


woun 


David had impressed even himself with the meal; the colours were rich and the flavours burst like fireworks 


in the mouth. It wasn't until their plates were nearly clear and the candles were burning low that James spoke. 
"So you're my Secret Santa?" 
Blushing, David shook his head. "No, it's Dave. | just come as part of the package." 


Pushing the food around his plate, James grinned. "You're a terrible liar. This isn't Mustaine's style. Besides, he 
got Lars." 


Leaning an elbow on the table, he looked at James, a small smile on his lips. "How do you know? We're not 


supposed to reveal ourselves." 


"You did." David's blush deepened at the comment. "And Dave sent him Drumming for Begimers and a signed 
copy of his biography." 


Snorting, he felt the tension begin to unwind. Years of being around Dave had conditioned him to be nervous 
around James. Even though the weeks of touring with them had helped to ease his nerves, the automatic 
reactions were still there, waiting to snap. 


"You're kidding? He actually sent Lars that?!" 


Dropping his fork, James grinned and leaned back in his chair. "Yeah, that's exactly what he sent. I'm surprised 
he got it past you." 


His smile widened and he allowed himself to laugh. "That's exactly how he got it past me; he didn’t tell me! Do 
you honestly think I'd have let him send that?! 


It was James’ turn to laugh and David could see a sparkle in his eyes. "See, that's what | said to him. Man, he 


was so pissed when he unwrapped it." 


"He unwrapped it already?!" 


"Yeah. He can't wait for anything, let alone Christmas." 
Bubbling with happiness, David leaned closer. "And what did he say?" 


"Say?" James gave a husky chuckle. "He exploded. Threw both books at the wall. | don't know what happened to 
the drumming book but | did see Mustaine's biog sitting by the computer." 


In moments the whole atmosphere had changed and David allowed himself to luxuriate in it. The warmth from 


the fire and the food rolled through him and he sagged in his seat. 

"Is he going to read it?" 

James shrugged. "Don't know. | think he's curious to see what's written about him." 

"And after that?" 

"He'll probably use it for propping up a table." 

David allowed himself to chuckle. James may have been poking fun at his lover but it was all good natured. He 
only hoped that his relationship with Dave allowed them to prod fun at each other. Perhaps, back in the dark 
ages they would have but now.. He couldn't remember the last time he'd shared a joke with Dave. 


James must have seen something because he rose from the table. "Finished?" 


Nodding, David didn't protest when his plate was cleared away. He went to stand but a hand on his shoulder 
guided him back to his seat. 


"| said I'd do the dishes. Coffee?" 

Managing a small smile, David nodded. James left and he looked at his watch. It was closing in on lOpm and he 
needed to make a move. He had a flight back to Arizona, and Dave, in the morning. And he didn't want to get 
hampered by any fresh snowfall. Once he was gore, the cabin was James’ to use as he pleased for the 


weekend. 


Part of him was desperate to run Yet, another part wanted to stay and enjoy it all, to soak up the beauty and 
the brand new friendship. 


"Nice apron!" 


Jumping, David turned, laughing at James. In the tall blonde's hands was an apron, splattered with food. Black, 
and decorated with cartoon skulls, it was emblazoned with the words "Kiss the Bass Player". 


‘It was a gift from my mother. She thought it was cute." 
James looked at it. "It's damn cute. | might get Lars one." 
"Does he cook?" 


"Not really but he'd still look cute in one." James paused, seeming to muse something. Slowly a grin formed on 


his rugged face. "Nothing but this." 


The damn blush returned and he gazed at the floor. Suddenly, James stood before him and he felt himself look 


up. The apron was held out to him. 

"You wear it," James' voice was soft, quiet. 

Staring at it, David felt something stir. Something warm and exciting, a fluid feeling of a quiet acceptance. He 
knew he shouldn't allow this feeling, that he should force it into some deep, dark corner. First he stared at the 
apron before looking up to James. 

"How do you want me to wear it?" he quietly asked. 

He was sure he saw James' hand tremble a little as the piece of fabric dangled before his face. He was sure 
he saw a blush on his cheeks and his Adam's apple bob. He wondered if the same feelings were dancing 
through the tall man. 

"Just that." 

Taking the apron, David stood, shaking. He looked up into eyes which had softened. The warm feeling spread and 
there were things he wanted to say, but would never dare utter. Conflict rolled through him, a cold stab in his 
stomach. 

"| have to go," he whispered. 

A hand stroked along his hip and he shivered. "Don't go yet." 

He felt an eyebrow arch. Was the great James Hetfield pleading with him? 


"| have to. Dave.." 


The hand tightened around him, drawing him closer. It was gentle, caring even. "Screw him. Stay. Just for a 


little longer. Please." 


David felt himself melt as the hand carefully stroked the lines of his body. It slid along his hip and to the small 
of his back, inviting him to press himself to the strong, tall body. Thoughts of Dave flew through his mind. 


Thoughts of what he'd return to if he stayed longer than he'd promised. Especially considering the person 
whose presence he was in. Already Dave had spent weeks complaining when he'd outlined his plans. He wont 
appreciate if. Its not his thing | know him better than you do. Always that single sentence. / know him better than 
you do. He'll take advantage of you. Trust me, | know him better than you do, 


Sighing and listening to his heart, David let himself be held. Arms wrapped around him, strong and protective. 
Breath touched his face as James sighed. 


lm glad | got you," James quietly stated. "I've always wanted to spend time with you. He keeps you too close.” 
He smiled and cautiously draped his arms around James’ waist. “Thank you. | think” 


One hand slid along his back, coming to rest between his shoulders and gently tipping him back. "Don't think. 
Just enjoy.” 


Falling into the embrace, he stared into the eyes above him, trying to read them. A million things seemed to 
twinkle through them, none of them staying. Stretching, he dipped his head back, arms trailing to the floor. 
Softly he chuckled, thoughts of home drifting away on the fire. Suddenly he felt young again, felt like the 
teenager who had fallen in love with Dave all those years before. Felt like a teenager who was ready to fall in 
love all over again.. 

"Damn..." 

He opened an eye and grinned up at James. 

"Damn, David. You're." James sighed. 

With the grin still in place, he winked. "I'm what?" 

"You're gorgeous..." The words came out as a sigh. 

One hand supported his back while the other slid over his stomach and chest, stroking his throat before 
cupping his jaw. Pulling himself upright, he slid from the embrace and gave James another wink as he slipped 
away. 

Heart pounding, he locked himself in the bathroom, the slip of splattered fabric dangling from his hand. What 
was he doing? What the hell was he doing?! He was out there, letting Dave's ex-arch nemesis paw and leer 


over him. It was wrong, so very wrong. 


But.. But it felt so right. There was something in James that would never live in Dave. Something deep below 
the husky exterior. Something which sang to his own heart and soul. 


For so long he felt like Dave had been holding his head under water, stifling him and waiting for the moment 


he'd finally give. Now he had that chance, a chance to be free and spread his clipped wings. 


Taking his phone from his pocket, he stared at the screen There was the barest amount of reception, but 
soon his Lordship would begin trying to call. Turning it off, he laid it beside the sink, a red hot jolt of 
excitement coursing through him. Gazing into the mirror, he grinned, his eyes darkening. He could almost see 
the ghost of Dave at his shoulder, face twisted into a vicious sneer, but he didn't care. Now he had the 
chance to do something for himself and he was going to grab it with both hands. 


Slowly he picked at his clothes, letting them pool around his ankles. Taking the apron, he draped it over his head 
and took a deep breath. 


woun 


James was sitting in front of the fire, arms draped over the back of the couch. He seemed engrossed in 
watching the fire, his gaze only broken when David stepped into his view. A slow "Damn." left his lips as his 


eyes swept over the man before him. 

David felt his lips twitch upwards as he held his arms out and turned around. The fire warmed him and the 
rug felt like the finest velvet beneath his feet. Normally he would have blushed and apologised for his 
brashness but, for now, he allowed himself to be appreciated. Leaning forward, James gestured him closer and 
he gratefully slid to his lap, groaning as arms nestled around him. Eyes studied him, looking for signs of guilt or 
nerves. But they had melted to nothing, his thoughts of James’ own guilt quickly following. 

"Well, this isn't what | had in mind when | signed up for Secret Santa." 

Inwardly he cringed. Way fo go on breaking the ice, Ellefson 

James just chuckled and he didn't know whether to feel relieved or upset. 


"You know we shouldn't be doing this, right?" he quietly added. 


James nodded and quietly replied, "I know. But its Christmas so you're allowed to break the rules. Take a look 


out of the window." 


Twisting, he gazed through the window, shock and excitement flooding him. Beyond the candles and beyond the 
glass was a sheet of white snowfall, thick and silent. He was trapped. 


Lips touched the base of his throat and he shivered "He can't blame you if you're snowed in. Sure, he'll say 
something, but it's not your fault" 


The lips moved, sweeping over his skin and finding the tiny crevices which made him whimper. Sighing, he 
draped his arms around James’ neck, holding him close. Fingers crawled over his skin, leaving goosebumps in 


their wake. Letting his eyes fall shut, David let himself give him, hands sliding to James' head. He wanted to 


kiss him, wanted to feel him, wanted to fall into a strange, new world and never surface. Never had anyone 
shown him the tenderness and care. He wanted to lap it up and lock it away, something to cherish when 
Christmas had gone. Against his thigh he could feel James’ erection pressing into his flesh, cruelly held in ever 
tightening jeans. His presence was exciting another and it made his heart flutter and his soul stir. Never had 


he thought that he could excite anyone other than Dave and the feeling was one of excited elation. 


His cock stirred beneath the apron, begging for his attention. Tugging James’ head back, he sealed their lips 
together, his free hand sliding beneath the fabric. Their kisses quickly became hot and hungry, each groaning 
as teeth nipped at skin and tongues slid together. Rising on his knees, David furiously attacked his aching 
erection. It throbbed in his fist, pre-cum leaking from the tip and smearing along his skin. With a grunt, James 
pushed him back, eyes sparkling as he bunched the apron around his waist. One arm snaked around him, holding 
him upright, while the other crept over his thighs. A grin lit up his face as he watched the man in his lap. 
Eyes flicked to his face before riding over his body and to his erection. 


Twitching, David giggled, watching curiously. The fingers waltzed over his skin before sliding to his balls. 
Groaning, he slid against the arm which held him, head falling back. There was something oddly erotic about 
having someone watch him. It was something he thought he would never find attractive. Yet, with James, it 


felt perfectly normal. Perfectly normal to be knelt over him and masturbating for him. 
"Carry on," James whispered, huskily. "| want to watch." 


Once again, he wrapped his hand around his cock, showing off for the one person who really wanted to see him. 
Everything melted into nothing, a blur of heat and passion. He forgot about the eyes that were watching him 
and ignored the erection that was pressed to his ass. He was completely focused on the tight knot in his groin 
James’ fingers carried on moving his legs and thighs, tickling and taunting, dipping down and cupping his balls 
before curling tiny circles over his taunt muscles. Gasping, and with his wrist beginning to ache, he sped up, 
fingers tightening around himself. In recent months, he felt like he had been going through the motions, 
spreading out just to please Dave. There had been no enjoyment in it and the orgasms had felt forced, 
something to make Dave smile and think he had done something good. Now that he was in the arms of another 


he felt alive, reborn. Someone was giving him the attention that once upon a time Dave had bestowed upon him. 


Warm skin pressed to his forehead and he opened his eyes to look into James’ dark and glazed ones. Smiling, he 
kissed him, feeling another wave of emotion roll over him. 


"Come on. Come for me, David" 


Gripping his cock and staring into James’ eyes, he let out a quiet groan. He didn't want to break the spell. His 


body tingled, every nerve waking. 
"Please... 


Panting he gripped his cock, hand easily sliding over pre-cum slicked skin. It felt divine, a tiny slice of Heaven, 
and all his for the taking. 


When fingers gently brushed against his cock, it washed over him all at once, a pounding in his head and a 
whistling in his ears as he came. Come splattered over his stomach and he moaned, James’ name slipping from 
his tongue. The orgasm washed over him, a never-ending spiral of pleasure. He slumped in James’ arms, letting 
the other man hold him upright. Amid it all lips touched his, whispering a thousand words of thanks into his 
panting mouth. 


Then the hair was brushed from his face and a kiss was pressed to his forehead. A hushed whisper filled his 


ears, "You're so handsome." 


Quietly they rose, he cradled in James’ arms. He didn't protest, didn't try to slip to the floor. Instead, he slid 
his arms around James' shoulders and laid his head in the crock of his neck, letting himself be held as they 
ascended the stairs. 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


